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upsetting part of it is that, after having sent him away the day before
yesterday, I continued to think of him, reproaching myself with not
having managed to do more for him; for he knows no one in Paris.
But decidedly I am not made to endure the pathetic; what it imme-
diately brings out in me is irony. I have too much trouble taking myself
seriously. Faced with excessive effusions I become like ice and should
like to thumb my nose at whoever declares that he "adores me like a
God/' Kurt Erichson is twenty-six. He is a very handsome fellow who
reminds me of the winners in the races or athletic meets whom I ad-
mired yesterday in the film on the Berlin Olympics. He asks me to live
with him for a fortnight. I tried, in the gentlest possible way, to point
out to him that he came too late, that I was now but an old man; that,
furthermore, all my time was taken and that I hardly belonged to my-
self any more. All this in'German. I repeated: Es ist zu spat (thinking
it likewise in regard to him), jetxt bin ich nur ein alter Mann, and
above all: zu beschaftigt . . . whereupon he began to sob, and this
cooled me off once and for all. Yet I endured his continuing to weep,
his head on my shoulder, praying for the doorbell or the telephone to
put an end to his demonstrations.
This morning he had sent in ahead of him a message that Marie
handed me while he waited in the vestibule. But I had him shown in
at once and it is only now that I read his note. Oh, if only I had read
it earlier!
Ich bitte dich: nur 10 minutenf0 he said. ... I wasted more than
two hours with him.
I am mean to say "I wasted," for, going out with him, I led him to
the N.R.F. in order to examine with Hirsch the means of getting his
painting exhibited, which does not seem to me valueless; then I took
him to lunch at Lesur's,21 where, for the first time since he has been
in Paris, he told me, he ate meat (learned the sad death of Lesur);
then accompanied him to Maurice Sachs's, for he seemed to me par-
ticularly qualified to give him some practical advice, but unfortunately
we didn't find him in.
23 August
I have again been interrupted. It was Maurice Saillet who, as we
had agreed by telephone, came to pick me up at seven o'clock. I had
gone after him, around noon, at Adrienne Monnier's, for she has en-
trusted her shop to him and lent him her apartment22 Saillet deserves
20  "I beg you: only ten minutes."
21  A restaurant on the Quai Voltaire.
22   Mile Monnier's excellent bookshop on the rue de TOd^on is called La
Maison des Amis du Livre. It was first opened in 1917 and has long been
a center of cultural life.